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When first it join'd her virgin snow to thine;

Which when to-day the priest shall recombine,            20

From the mysterious holy touch such charms

Will flow, as shall unlock her wreathed arms,

And open a free passage to that fruit

Which thou hast toil'd for with a long pursuit.

But ere thou feed, that thou mayst better taste           25

Thy present joys, think on thy torments past;

Think on the mercy freed thee; think upon

Her virtues, graces, beauties, one by one:

So shalt thou relish all, enjoy the whole

Delights of her fair body and pure soul.                        30

Then boldly to the fight of love proceed,

'Tis mercy not to pity, though she bleed.

We 'II strew no nuts, but change that ancient form,

For till to-morrow we '11 prorogue this storm,

Which shall confound with its loud whistling noise       35

Her pleasing shrieks, and fan thy panting joys.

FOR A PICTURE WHERE A QUEEN LAMENTS OVER
THE TOMB OF A SLAIN KNIGHT

BRAVE youth, to whom Fate in one hour

Gave death and conquest, by whose power

Those chains about my heart are wound,

With which the foe my kingdom bound:

Freed and captiv'd by thee, I bring                            5

For either act an offering:

For victory, this wreath of bay;

In sign of thraldom, down I lay

Sceptre and crown.   Take from my sight

Those royal robes; since Fortune's spite                    10

Forbids me live thy virtue's prize,

I '11 die thy valour's sacrifice.

TO A LADY THAT DESIRED I WOULD LOVE HER

Now you have freely given me leave to love,
What will you do ?

Shall I your mirth or passion move

When I begin to woo?

Will you torment, or scorn, or love me too?